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MEMOIR  OF  THOMAS  DILLON  JONES. 

The  poems  which  it  has  been  possible  to  collect  for 
publication  after  so  long  an  interval  as  forty-three  years 
from  the  death  of  the  Author  are  necessarily  fragmentary. 
In  his  time  Thomas  Dillon  Jones  was  a  prolific  writer 
of  both  poetry  and  prose,  and  contributed  to  the  leading 
magazines  of  the  day.  Several  of  his  songs  were  set  to 
music  by  Lindley,  and  enjoyed  considerable  popularity, 
e.g.   "Oh!  then  I'll  think  of  thee ". 

Thomas  Dillon  Jones  was  born  at  Benada,  in  the 
County  of  Sligo,  in  1 819.  He  was  descended  from  an 
ancient  Welsh  family  through  Sir  Roger  Jones,  who 
was  knighted  on  6  June,  1624,  by  Viscount  Falkland, 
and  who  eventually  established  himself  in  Ireland.  Sir 
Roger  Jones  lived  in  the  Castle  of  Ballydhrieath,  the 
ruins  of  which  are  still  extant,  and  a  bridge  in  the 
neighbourhood  is  still  known  as  "  Lady  Jones'  Bridge". 

Educated  at  the  Sligo  School  under  Dr.  Elliott,  he 
carried  off  a  number  of  prizes.  At  that  time  he  was  the 
heir  to  the  Benada  estate,  and  the  subsequent  birth  of  a 
direct  heir  to  his  uncle,  when  the  latter  was  well  on  in 
years,  made  a  considerable  difference  to  his  prospects. 

Having  taken  up  medicine  as  a  profession  he  studied 
at   the    Royal    College   of    Surgeons,    and    a    brilliant 
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career  appeared  to  be  opening  before  him.  Unfortun- 
ately in  1840  he  burst  a  blood  vessel,  was  compelled  to 
abandon  his  studies,  and  take  complete  rest  for  a  period 
of  two  years.  Undoubtedly  this  period  of  rest  gave  an 
impetus  to  his  literary  inclinations,  as  during  this  time  he 
was  a  frequent  contributor  to  "  The  Warden,"  "  Sligo 
Chronicle,"  and  other  newspapers  and  magazines.  Dur- 
ing the  ten  years  from  1842  to  1852  he  was  a  classical 
and  mathematical  tutor  at  Dublin,  and  sons  of  some  of 
the  principal  Irish  families  passed  through  his  hands. 

In  1852  he  took  a  great  part  in  the  organization  of 
the  Dublin  Exhibition,  of  which  he  became  chief  finan- 
cial officer.  At  the  close  of  the  Exhibition  he  received 
from  the  Committee  an  illuminated  vote  of  thanks  with 
a  service  of  gold  plate,  together  with  a  testimonial  and 
cordial  expression  of  thanks  from  the  exhibitors.  During 
the  two  years  1854  and  1855  he  was  engaged  in  the 
service  of  the  Crystal  Palace  Company  of  London. 

Subsequently  he  became  general  superintendent  of 
the  Falcon  Life  Assurance  Company,  but  he  left  this 
appointment  in  1856  to  take  up  a  partnership  in  the 
engineering  firm  of  C.  D.  Young  &  Co.,  who  were 
largely  engaged  in  erecting  buildings  for  the  various 
exhibitions  which  were  so  popular  at  the  period.  Some 
of  the  works  for  which  he  was  responsible  were  De 
Trafford's  Bridge,  Manchester  ;  Fairbairn's  Roof,  and  a 
large  contract  in  connection  with  the  Manchester  Exhi- 
bition. In  1862,  when  the  Oporto  Exhibition  was  being 
organized,  Mr.  Jones  submitted  designs  and  plans  in 
competition  with  the  leading  engineers  of  the  day,  and 
these  were  accepted  by  H.M.  the  King  of  Portugal. 
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In  1864  he  was  elected  a  member  of  the  Society  of 
Civil  Engineers. 

He  died  on  17th  April,  1869,  leaving  a  widow  and 
seven  children — three  sons  and  four  daughters.  His 
widow  and  the  whole  of  his  children  still  survive  him. 

JANE   MACER. 

June,  1912. 
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THE  DAYS  THAT  ARE  GONE. 

Pictured  in  memory's  mellowing  glass  'tis  sweet 

Our  youthful  days,  our  youthful  joys  to  greet ; 

'Tis  sweet  when  all  the  evil  shuns  the  gaze 

To  view  the  unclouded  skies  of  other  days. 

H.  K.  White. 

In  the  summer  of  youth,  when  sweet  hope  is  entwining 

A  garland  of  pleasure  to  festoon  the  brow. 
When  the  beautiful  spirit  of  promise  is  shining 

With  all  the  indulgence  of  liberty's  glow, 
There  are  calm  stilly  moments  of  delicate  sadness 

Which  tinge  the  young  heart  with  despondency's  tone, 
When  the  juvenile  spirit  will  turn  with  gladness 

To  gaze  on  the  light  of  "  The  days  that  are  gone ". 

When  the  fleet  wing  of  time  wafts  us  over  youth's  morning. 

And  life's  misty  scenes  are  revealed  to  our  view, 
When  the  world,  with  its  heartless  reflecting  and  scorning, 

Unshrouded  appears  in  reality's  hue  ; 
Even  then,  when  the  soft  eye  of  memory  gazes 

On  scenes  that  have  faded  away  one  by  one, 
It  is  sweet  to  look  back  through  time's  vapoury  mazes, 

And  revel  in  thought  on  "  The  days  that  are  gone". 

When  the  tremor  of  age,  and  the  countenance  dreary 
Bespeak  the  damp  mildew  of  drooping  decay, 

When  the  cold  heart  is  sad — when  the  spirit  is  weary 
And  joy's  lucid  tints  are  departing  away, 


When  the  beautiful  spirit  of  Faith  looks  to  heaven 

And  Hope  is  relying  on  mercy  alone, 
Ere  the  last  links  that  bind  to  existence  be  riven 

'Tis  sweet  to  reflect  on  "  The  days  that  are  gone". 

*■*■** 

The  pilgrim  afflicted  with  anguish  and  sorrow, 

Whom  cold  persecution  or  bigotry  tries, 
For  whom  even  peace  is  reluctant  to  borrow 

The  nectar  of  mercy  to  blend  with  his  sighs, 
Though  the  ills  and  the  wrongs  of  this  world  oppress  him, 

And  hopes  that  once  bloomed  in  his  bosom  are  flown, 
Fond  memory  will  soften  the  pangs  that  distress  him 

While  pondering  in  thought  on  "  The  days  that  are 
gone  ". 

The  kind-hearted  Bard  who  serenely  reposes 

In  halcyon  rest  in  the  bower  of  Fame, 
Where  the  loveliest  garlands  of  lilies  and  roses 

Are  strewed  o'er  his  ever  conspicuous  name. 
Though  the  light  of  renown  shines  resplendently  o'er  him, 

And  rivals  the  power  of  his  genius  own, 
How  oft  will  he  turn  from  the  brilliance  before  him 

To  muse  for  a  while  on  "  The  days  that  are  gone  ". 

The  warrior,  who  marches  thro'  gore-tainted  danger, 

His  sword  the  fell  passport  wherever  he  goes. 
His  beacon  of  conquest  the  foeman — the  stranger — 

Who  struggles  and  dies  if  he  dares  to  oppose, 
When  his  feats  are  recorded  in  chivalry's  story 

And  the  gaudiest  flowers  of  his  prowess  are  blown, 
With  a  sigh,  will  look  back  in  the  height  of  his  glory 

And  think  on  the  deeds  of  "  The  days  that  are  gone  ". 

While  the  proud-hearted  statesman  whom  eloquence  arms 
With  every  endowment  to  render  him  great. 


When  he  glides  o'er  the  surges  of  faction's  alarms 
And  shines  'mid  the  noblest  Peers  of  the  state, 

When  the  planet  of  glory  is  beaming  around  him, 
And  triumph  exults  o'er  the  democrat's  groan, 

How  gladly  he'll  turn  from  the  charms  that  surround  him 
To  think  for  a  while  on  "  The  days  that  are  gone  ". 

Nay,  even  the  Monarch  whose  sovereign  power 

Extends  o'er  the  earth,  like  the  Sun's  lucid  ray, 
Who  is  courted  and  flattered  from  hour  to  hour, 

With  roses  of  joy  that  can  scarcely  decay, 
Though  the  incense  of  loyal  devotion  may  burn 

In  fervour  and  truth  round  prosperity's  throne, 
In  the  mazes  of  thought  will  unconsciously  turn 

To  fix  one  fond  look  on  "  The  days  that  are  gone  ". 


There  are  moments  of  grief,  there  are  moments  of  sorrow. 

When  thought  loves  to  wander  through  memory's  sky, 
When  the  shadows  of  Fate  seem  to  darken  the  morrow, 

And  Hope  wafts  to  heaven  its  prayer  on  a  sigh  ; 
But  'tis  then,  when  young  sentiment's  loveliest  flowers 

In  Sympathy's  arbour  have  tenderly  grown, 
That  the  soul  will  exert  its  most  exquisite  powers 

To  gather  the  sweets  of  "  The  days  that  are  gone  ". 

And  though  even  despair  may  sink  deep  in  the  bosom, 

And  prospect's  horizon  looks  dismal  and  drear, 
Though  the  flow'rets  of  Hope  be  unwilling  to  blossom, 

Or  Misery  weeps  o'er  some  friend's  early  bier. 
Though  the  sensitive  heart  may  be  silently  breaking, 

And  the  spirit  feel  gloomy,  dejected,  and  lone, 
Still,  still  will  the  soul  from  its  sorrows  awaking. 

Look  back  for  a  smile  from  "  The  days  that  are  gone  ". 


If  we  silently  roam,  when  the  moonlight  is  sleeping 

In  tranquil  repose  o'er  some  cool  stilly  glade, 
While  the  night  bird  its  musical  vigil  is  keeping 

O'er  some  favoured  rosebud  that  droops  in  the  shade  ; 
Even  then,  when  the  eye  of  reflection  is  stealing 

O'er  scenes  where  our  warmest  affections  were  sown, 
We  find  that  the  fondest  impulses  of  feeling 

Are  drawing  their  light  from  "  The  days  that  are  gone  ". 

In  the  noon-day  of  life,  though  the  feelings  we  cherish 

Exert  o'er  the  heart  the  serenest  control. 
And  enchant  us  when  livelier  images  perish, 

As  they  burn  with  a  steadier  flame  in  the  soul, 
Still  we  feel  not  that  exquisite  fervour   that  warmed   us 

When  beauty  first  bound  us  in  "  Love's  thrilling  zone," 
Nor  can  even  the  heart  feel  the  rapture  that  charmed  us 

When  near  "  the  beloved  "  of  "  The  days  that  are  gone  ". 

Though  the  evening  of  life  may  be  cheered  by  affection. 

And  Sympathy's  flow'rets  embellish  decay. 
Though  the  ardour  of  Friendship  "  may  soften  dejection," 

And  charm  the  vapours  of  sadness  away. 
Still  feelings  like  those  are  like  violets  blasted, 

Or  mistletoe  growing  round  pillars  of  stone  ; 
For  they  lose  their  electrical  spell,  if  contrasted 

With  those  we  have  felt  in  "  The  days  that  are  gone  ". 

And  tho'  even  the  days  that  are  gone  had  their  hours 

Of  sweetest  felicity  chequered  with  care, 
Like  the  dappling  tints  of  those  beautiful  flowers 

That  vary  the  scene  of  the  smiling  parterre, 
Still,  though  life  be  teeming  with  pleasure  or  sadness, 

Can  one  so  devoid  of  emotions  be  shown 
Who  would  not,  with  the  soul-stirring  impulse  of  gladness. 

Live  over  again  all  "  The  days  that  are  gone  "  ? 
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Oh,  "  the  days  that  are  gone  !  " — can  they  never  return 

To  render  the  future  luxuriantly  bright  ? 
Can  the  smouldering  ashes  in  Sentiment's  urn 

Ne'er  kindle  again  with  one  gleam  of  delight  ? 
Has  each  joy — each  affection — each  kindly  emotion 

That  bless'd  us  in  life's  young  and  promising  day, 
Like  the  tremulous  waves  of  some  fathomless  ocean, 

In  Time's  deep  abyss,  sunk  for  ever  away? 

Oh,  yes,  they  are  gone !  and  can  never  return 

To  cheer  us  again  with  felicity's  ray  ; 
But  the  flame  that  was  lit  as  they  parted,  will  burn 

'Till  the  very  last  embers  of  feeling  decay, 
And  when  thought  through  the  vista  of  sweet  retrospection 

Recalls  the  past  scenes  in  review,  one  by  one. 
In  the  mirror  of  fancy,  the  eye  of  reflection 

Will  fix  its  last  gaze  on  "  The  days  that  are  gone  ". 


THE  MATRON  AND  HER  FLOWER 

GARDEN. 

'Twas  evening's  calm  and   tranquil  hour,  the  smile  of 

parting  day 
With  golden  light  illumed  each  scene  ere  yet   it  stole 

away  ; 
The  blithsome  carol  of  the  birds  that  sported  on  the 

trees, 
Like  angel  whispers,  soft  and  sweet,  came  floating  on 

the  breeze. 

Within  a  beauteous  garden  strayed  as  fair  and  sweet  a 
child 

As  ever  breathed  to  Heaven  a  prayer,  or  exquisitely 
smiled  ; 

She  culled  the  rarest  flowers  that  blossomed  in  luxuri- 
ance there, 

And  twined  them  into  wreaths  to  deck  the  tresses  of  her 
hair. 

She  roamed  along  in  innocence,  and  even  that  moment 

seemed 
As  gay  as  hope  could  render  her,  or  poet  ever  dreamed  : 
She  rushed  to  seize  each  butterfly  that  flew  before  her 

eyes. 
And  panted  when  she  failed  to  catch  the  fluttering  little 
prize. 

*        *        *        * 
(6) 


Years  glided  o'er — again  she  sauntered  there  a  gentle 

bride, 
The  idol  of  her  first  affection  walking  by  her  side. 
The  star  of  pure  marital  faith  diffused  its  sacred  ray, 
And  gave  a  charm  to  every  hour  that  fondly  stole  away. 

She  lingered  in  that  garden  then,  where  every  shrub  and 

flower 
That  taste  could  wish  for,  shed  its  sweets  to  bless  the 

genial  hour  ; 
She  felt  that  care  had  flung  no  cloud  to  chill  enjoyment's 

glow. 
Or  cast  one  saddening  tinge  of  grief  to  shade  her  placid 

brow. 

She  gazed  in  fondness  all  around,  and  felt  each  scene 

impart 
A  glow  of  satisfaction  to  her  young  and  guileless  heart ; 
She  knew  she  planted  every  flower  that  bloomed  before 

her  there, 
And  nursed  them  on  from  day  to  day  with  kind  and 

anxious  care. 

"  Welcome,    fair   scene  !  "    she  then    exclaimed,   "  Oh, 

would  it  were  my  lot, 
To  pass  through  life  in  quietness  in   this    sequestered 

spot. 
Removed  from  all  the  empty  pomp,  the  splendour,  and 

the  state, 
That  wait  in  all  the  foolish  pride   of  grandeur  on  the 

great ! 


& 


"  Here  to  enjoy  those  rural  scenes  of  innocence  and  ease, 
Where  every  rose  expands  to  charm — where  every  shrub 
can  please — 
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Where  silent  contemplation  loves  to  lead  the  mental  eye 
Through  Nature's  smiling  book  aloft,  and  fix  my  thoughts 
on  high. 

"  Resigning  all  the  glory  and  magnificence  that  shower, 
Their  foolish  fascinations  on  the  *  heartless  sons  of  power,' 
How  gladly  would  I  bargain  in  this  calm  retreat  to  dwell, 
And  bid  this  trifling  world  and  all  its  vanities  farewell ! " 

She  left  that  lovely  garden  in  the  summer  of  her  youth, 
When  her  heart  was  soft  as  virtue's  tear,  and  redolent 

with  truth  ; 
But  she  left  it  with  a  pensive  smile — she  left  it  with  a 

sigh  ; 
And    the  softest  tear   she   ever  shed   then    shimmered 

in  her  eye. 

For  many  years  she  mingled  with  the  noble  and  the  gay, 
Where  fame  and  fashion  loved  to  bask  in  vanity's  array  ; 
She  lived  among  the   wealthy   throng  of  dignity  and 

state. 
And    found    herself  the    "  favoured    one    "  among  the 

"vaunting  great ". 

Yet  even   then   would  Memory  steal   Reflection's  eye 

away. 
To  gaze  upon   that  garden  where  she   often  loved  to 

stray  ; 
While  Fancy,  peering  through  the  Vale  of  Retrospection, 

threw 
A  spell  of  glory  o'er  each  scene  returning  in  review. 

*        *        *        * 


In  after  years  she  came  again  to  see  that  garden,  where 
She  spent  the  summer  of  her  youth,  when  Hope  was 

fond  and  fair  ; 
When  pleasure  gave  to  passing  Time  affection's  hallowed 


light, 


And  every  star  in  prospect's   sky  beamed  beautifully 
bright. 

She  stood  within  that  garden,  but,  how  changed  she 

then  appeared ! 
No  gladness  sat     upon  her  brow — no  joy  her  bosom 

cheered  ; 
There  seemed  a  sadness  in  her  eye — a  sorrow  in  her  air, 
That  marked  the  pensive  touch  of  grief — the  trace  of 

silent  care. 

But  all  around  was  altered   too — each  scene  that  met 

her  eye 
Made  gloomy  thought  more  dismal  still — made  Feeling's 

spirit  sigh, 
For  Desolation's  withering  blast  had  made  each  flower 

its  prey. 
And  even  the  bower  she  loved  so  much  lay  mouldering 

in  decay.     , 

Yet  even  thus  in  Memory's  sky  she  dearly  loved  to  trace 

Those  halcyon  joys  of  bygone  hours  which  time  could 
not  efface  ; 

She  gladly  turned  Reflection's  eye,  and  fixed  the  ena- 
moured gaze 

On  scenes  too  well  remembered  then — the-  scenes  of 
happier  days. 

For  hours  she  mused  in  solitude,  re-visiting  each  spot. 
Which,  even  through  the  course  of  years,  she  never  yet 
forgot : 
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They  all  were  sweet   to  Memory's  eye ;    some  recol- 
lection threw 
A  holy  spell  on  every  scene  that  came  before  her  view. 

She  took  one  last  fond  look  of  joy,  in  calm  serenity  ; 
Each  scene  impressed  itself  afresh  upon  her  memory — 
She  felt  them  vegetating,  ere  she  turned  to  depart. 
Like  sweet  oases  planted  in  the  desert  of  her  heart. 

She  left  that  spot  for  ever  then,  no  tear  was  in  her  eye, 
She  felt  too  much  to  shed  a  tear  ;  but  grief  was  in  her 

sigh— 
A  silent  spell  of  loneliness,  a  saddening  pathos  stole 
On  every  chord  of  feeling  which  vibrated  in  her  soul. 

But  though  she  left  that  spot  for  ever,  still  no  power 
of  art 

Will  ever  blot  those  hallowed  scenes  of  pleasure  from 
her  heart ; 

She'll  love  to  gild  their  memory  with  Affection's  fond- 
est ray, 

Till  the  last  pure  ebb  of  feeling  from  her  bosom  steals 
away. 


STANZAS  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  L.E.L. 

Far,  far  from  the  home,  and  the  friends  of  her  youth, 

A  bright  star  of  promise  hath  set ; 
A  beautiful  blossom  of  virtue  and  truth 

Has  withered  away,  in  regret. 

While  beauty  was  beaming  in  brightest  array — 
While  love,  in  youth's  flourishing  prime. 

Shed  around  her  hope's  happy  and  promising  ray, 
To  illumine  the  vista  of  time. 

Too  lovely  and  bright  to  remain  with  us  here, 

Like  the  glorious  planet  of  even  ; 
She  shone  in  life's  firmament  radiantly  fair. 

Then  melted  away  into  Heaven. 

Let  beautiful  amarinths,  lilies  and  roses, 

Diffuse  a  delicious  perfume 
O'er  the  grave  where  the  Poetess  calmly  reposes, 

To  hallow  her  desolate  tomb. 

For  never  hath  earth  in  its  bosom  enshrined 

The  dust  of  a  heart  more  sincere  ; 
While  a  generous  soul  and  a  sensitive  mind 

To  all  made  her  preciously  dear. 

And  the  sunshine  of  genius  enchantingly  bright 
Shed  its  rays  from  her  heavenly  mind  ; 

While  the  beautiful  radiance  of  Poetry's  light 
Beamed  in  sentiments  sweetly  refined. 
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Oh  !  she  gave  to  each  flower  a  lovelier  hue, 

To  each  star  an  additional  beam, 
And  she  painted  the  sky  with  so  tender  a  blue, 

That  it  seemed  like  the  light  of  a  dream. 

She  illumined  Religion  with  Piety's  light, 

And  to  Hope  lent  a  friendlier  ray, 
She  enlightened  Affections  with  virtue's  delight, 

And  to  Love  gave  a  happier  sway  ; 

But  alas !  she  is  gone  like  a  delicate  flower. 

She  blossomed  in  virtue's  array 
To  delight  for  one  little  transient  hour, 

Then  silently  faded  away  ; 

But  long  on  the  hallowing  tablet  of  Fame 

Where  genius  and  talent  appear. 
Will  Albion  hold  sacred  and  cherished  the  name 

Of  one  so  devotedly  dear  ; 

And  tho'  far  from  the  home  of  her  childhood  she  sleeps, 
To  our  memory  her  name  shall  be  dear. 

And  full  many  a  heart  which  in  silence  now  weeps 
Will  yet  hallow  her  grave  with  a  tear. 


PRAYER. 

When  the  heart  with  woe's  benighted, 

When  our  hopes  are  dull  and  drear, 
When  the  flowers  of  joy  are  blighted. 

And  despair  is  hovering  near — 
Say  what  sweet  and  gentle  power 

Sends  its  charms  to  soften  care  ? 
What  can  cheer  our  loneliest  hour, 

And  illumine  bleak  despair  ? 

'Tis  Prayer  !  Sweet  Prayer  ! 

When  oppressed  with  grief  and  sorrow. 

When  no  loving  friend  is  near. 
When  the  aspect  of  the  morrow 

Seems  both  desolate  and  drear  ; 
Though  the  lip  be  closed  in  sadness, 

Tho'  the  tongue  be  mute  and  still. 
Say  what  silent  power  of  gladness 

Wafts  to  heaven  the  inborn  will  ? 

'Tis  Prayer  !  Sweet  Prayer 

When  in  prison  seared  by  anguish. 

Sorrow's  ling'ring  captives  lie, 
When  the  powers  of  nature  languish 

'Neath  the  throes  of  misery — 
What  blest  boon,  to  mortals  given 

Bids  the  sinner  not  to  fear, 
While  it  lifts  his  soul  to  heaven 

Whisp'ring  "  mercy's  home  is  here  "  ? 

'Tis  Prayer  !  Sweet  Prayer 
(13) 
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When  upon  the  wide,  wide  ocean, 

Where  the  billows  lash  the  sky. 
When  the  thunder's  dread  commotion 

Peals  in  fiery  flames  on  high — 
Say,  when  on  the  deep  forsaken, 

Where  no  wished  for  aid  is  nigh, 
What  can  in  our  breasts  awaken 

Hope  to  soothe  our  agony  ? 

'Tis  Prayer  !  Sweet  Prayer  ! 

When  our  country's  foes  surround  us, 

When  the  din  of  war  is  near, 
When  the  cannons  roar  around  us, 

Making  even  valour  fear, 
What  will  cheer  the  soldier  lying 

Drenched  in  gore  along  the  plain  ? 
What  will  teach  the  warrior  dying. 

How  to  smile  at  mortal  pain  ? 

'Tis  Prayer!  Sweet  Prayer! 

When  the  friends  of  youth  deceive  us, 

When  life's  fondest  hopes  depart. 
When  the  smiles  of  fortune  leave  us 

With  a  sad  and  broken  heart. 
What  will  prove  our  friend  in  sorrow  ? 

What  will  cheer  us  thro'  despair  ? 
What  will  teach  us  how  to  borrow 

Grace  to  ease  the  pangs  of  care  ? 

'Tis  Prayer  !  Sweet  Prayer  ! 

When  repentance  meek  and  lowly 
Kneels  at  mercy's  sacred  throne, 

When  Redemption  pure  and  holy 
Cheers  the  pilgrim,  sad  and  lone. 
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What  enbalms  the  tranquil  hour 

Brightening  up  the  hope-lit  eye, 
Rendering  void  affliction's  power 

Centring  every  thought  on  high  ? 

'Tis  Prayer !  Sweet  Prayer ! 

When  our  Saviour  came  from  heaven 

Preaching  grace  and  mercy  here, 
And  to  pay  the  ransom  given 

To  make  sinners  pure  and  clear, 
Say,  what  cheered  His  hours  of  sadness 

When  His  soul  with  pain  was  riven? 
What  inspired  His  heart  with  gladness 

While  "  He  worked  the  will  of  heaven  "  ? 

'Tis  Prayer!   Sweet  Prayer! 

When  both  hope,  and  faith  combining, 

Bless  the  Christian's  path  thro'  life. 
Smiling  at  despair  and  shining 

Brightly  through  each  scene  of  life. 
Say,  what  renders  hope  more  glorious  ? 

What  gives  life  and  light  to  Faith  ? 
Say,  what  renders  us  victorious 

O'er  the  "  dreadful  sting  of  Death  "? 

'Tis  Prayer  !  Sweet  Prayer 

And  when  disease  is  lingering  o'er  us. 

When  the  pangs  of  death  are  near, 
When  the  future  comes  before  us, 

Chequered  by  the  clouds  of  fear, 
Ah  !  what  sweet  consoling  power 

Bids  the  wretched  trust  in  faith  ? 
What  illumes  life's  latest  hour, 

And  wafts  to  heaven  our  latest  breath  ? 

'Tis  Prayer  !   Sweet  Prayer 


HEAVEN. 

Oh  teil  me  of  that  glorious  place ! 

In  yonder  azure  sky, 
Where  Beauty's  purity  of  grace 
Illumines  every  smiling  face, 

And  gladdens  every  eye  ; 
For  though  a  sinner  here,  I  love 
To  think  about  my  home  above. 
And  meditate  with  fond  delight 
Upon  that  land  of  life  and  light — 
For  many  a  flow'ret  sweetly  fair, 
Whose  blossom  cheered  me  once,  is  there. 
And  many  a  friend  I  loved  to  see 
Is  smiling  there  in  revelry  ; 
Oh  tell  me  of  that  blessed  bower ! 

Where  shines  eternal  day. 
Where  virtue's  an  immortal  flower 

That  never  can  decay. 

Oh  tell  me  of  that  promised  land  ! 

Where  every  one  has  wings, 
Where  many  a  host  of  seraphs  stand 
Awaiting  His  august  command 

Around  the  "  King  of  Kings  "  ; 
For  fancy  oftentimes  takes  flight 
To  that  blest  region  of  delight — 
Where  many  a  voice  is  heard  to  raise 
The  sacred  hymn — the  song  of  praise, 

(i6) 
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And  many  a  lute  is  heard  to  sigh 
With  love's  adoring  melody  ; 
Oh  tell  me  of  that  land  of  life  ! 

Where  all  are  free  from  sin, 
Where  neither  guilt,  remorse,  nor  strife 

Can  dare  to  enter  in. 

Oh  tell  me  of  that  clime  of  light ! 

Where  every  one  is  gay, 
Where  every  eye  is  gladly  bright 
With  pleasure's  unalloyed  delight 

And  warm  with  friendship's  ray ; 
Where  beauty  beams  from  day  to  day 
With  charms  that  never  fade  away. 
And  where  each  scene  that  greets  the  eye, 
Shines  like  a  planet  gloriously  ; 
Forming  a  bright,  illustrious  gem 
For  that  immortal  diadem 
That  sheds  its  lustre  round  the  throne 
Of  Him  "the  great  Almighty  one"  ; 
Oh  tell  me  of  that  clime  above  ! 

Where  every  tearless  eye 
Beams  with  the  hallow'd  light  of  love 

In  pure  sublimity. 

Oh  tell  me  of  that  blooming  clime  ! 

Where  happy  angels  dwell. 
Where  neither  death,  nor  sin,  nor  crime 
Can  render  sad  the  course  of  time, 

Or  blight  enjoyment's  spell — 
Where  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost 
Uniting,  rule  a  heavenly  host. 
And  lavish,  at  the  trumpet's  sound, 
The  charms  of  mercy  all  around  ; 
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For  there  will  Jesus  ever  stand 

In  purity,  at  God's  right  hand, 

With  glowing  arms  extended  wide 

To  enfold  "the  flock"  for  which  He  died. 

And  all  "  His  sheep  "  that  enter  there 

Are  numbered  with  the  blest. 
And  free  from  sorrow  calmly  share 

Eternal  halcyon  rest. 

Oh  talk  to  me  of  Heaven  !  where  shines  the  Divinity, 

For  every  thing  that  we  deem  fair. 

Flourishes  divinely  there 
In  pure  sublimity  ; 

And  friends  that  part  in  sorrow  here 
Unite  in  endless  glory  there, 
As  anthems  breathing  love  they  swell 
In  hope  and  joy  ineffable  ; 
For  there  no  sadness  hovers  near, 
Nor  wailing  accents  greet  the  ear, 
Nor  even  differs  day  from  night. 
For  darkness  there  is  glory's  light 
That  flings  around  celestial  grace 
Through  the  infinity  of  space  ; 
While  love  and  hope  and  joy  unite 

In  sweetest  harmony 
To  render  every  moment  bright 
With  rapture's  unalloyed  delight 

Unto  eternity. 

Oh  sweet  enchanting  country !  where 

My  spirit  longs  to  go — 
Where  there  is  neither  gloomy  care, 
Desponding  feelings  of  despair 

Or  agonising  woe ; 
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But  where  each  lowly  "  child  of  Faith  " 
That  leaves  this  weary  world  beneath, 
Will  bloom  again  in  purity 
A  rose  of  immortality  ; 
Enchanting  country,  soon  may  I 

Enjoy  the  wished  for  rest. 
And  soaring  to  my  home  on  high, 
Mingle  in  sweet  community 

Among  Jehovah's  blest ! 


THE  GRAVE. 

The  boast  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  power, 
And  all  that  beauty,  all  that  wealth  e'er  gave, 

Await  alike  the  inevitable  hour, 

The  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the  grave. 

— Gray. 

How  bleak  is  that  grave  where  some  loved  one  is  lying. 

When  all  seems  around  us  both  gloomy  and  lone. 
When  the  heart  o'er  the  relics  of  friendship  is  sighing, 

And  memory  mourns  for  those  that  are  gone  ; 
Yet  why  should  we  feel  such  emotions  of  sadness 

When  those  that  we  love  are  consigned  to  the  tomb. 
For  the  life  star  of  promise,  the  morning  of  gladness 

Will  beam  on  their  waking  to  brighten  the  gloom. 

For  the  Grave  is  a  Mansion  where  misery  ceases. 

And  even  where  wretchedness  smiles  at  despair. 
Where  the  bright  beaming  planet  of  mercy  releases 

The  child  of  Affliction  from  anguish  and  care  ; 
Its  dome  tho'  we  enter  thro'  pain  and  thro'  sorrow. 

When  leaving  a  world  both  sinful  and  drear, 
Still  hope  sheds  its  glory  to  brighten  the  morrow 

And  dissipate  every  foreboding  of  fear. 

The  young  and  the  aged,  the  bud  and  the  flower. 
Are  destined  alike  for  Mortality's  doom, 

And  even  tho'  Beauty  may  charm  for  an  hour, 
Its  blossoms  can  only  embellish  the  tomb  ; 

(20) 
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For  this  life  is  a  transient  state  of  probation 
Where  fortune  may  vary  joy's  loveliest  wreath, 

But  fate  will  regard  neither  beauty  nor  station, 
For  all  that  are  born  are  subject  to  Death. 


THE  WIDOW'S  LAMENTATION. 

Alas !  our  brave  sergeant  is  no  more,  he  was  mortally  wounded 
in  the  commencement  of  the  engagement  and  having  been  removed 
off  the  field  of  battle  was  visited  by  his  interesting  wife  who  assidu- 
ously watched  over  him  till  she  left  him  coldly  sleeping  in  a  soldier's 
grave. 

The  rosy  blush  of  morning  beamed  with  beauty's  purple 
light 

To  brighten  nature's  aspect  with  the  radiance  of  delight, 

While  every  bird  in  pleasure  wing'd  its  flight  from  spray 
to  spray 

And  sang  its  matin  hymn  of  praise  to  greet  the  new- 
born day. 

When  William  with  a  soldier's  heart  rebounding  with 

delight, 
Arrayed  his  manly  form  of  strength  in  armour  dazzling 

bright, 
Cheered  by  the  smiling  sun  of  hope,  prepared  to  march 

away 
To  stem  the  tide  of  hostile  gore,  and  join  the  battle's 

fray. 

The  tears  of  fretting  anguish  stole  in  silence  down  my 
cheek. 

And  tho'  my  timid  heart  was  bleeding,  still  I  feared  to 
speak. 

For  he  was  the  Lion  bold,  where  hope  of  conquest  fired, 

And  valiant  as  the  god  of  war,  when  martial  zeal  in- 
spired. 

(22) 
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I  watched  his  heaving  bosom  as  it  breathed  to  heaven 
a  sigh, 

I  watched  the  rays  of  frenzied  glory  flashing  in  his  eye, 

I  watched  his  aspect  beaming  as  he  gazed  thro'  pro- 
spect's sky 

And  perceived  the  future  gleaming  with  the  light  of 
victory. 

He  saw  me  gaze  in  tenderness  upon  that  glowing  face, 
Where  virtue  gave  to  valour's  smiles  affection's  sweetest 

grace, 
He  saw  me  weep  in  bitterness,  he  heard  the  sigh  of  fear. 
He  cheered  me  with  a  tender  look,  and  kissed  away  the 

tear. 

But  oh  !  my  sorrow  ceased  not  there,  for  fate  with  ruth- 
less power 

The  infant  of  my  bosom  crushed,  it  withered  in  an  hour  ; 

To  cheer  my  hopes  it  bloomed  awhile,  then  like  the 
smile  of  even 

Arrayed  in  virtue's  glory  vanished  into  heaven. 

My  child !  thou  art  gone,  thy  fleet  career  of  hope  and 

love  is  passed, 
The  awful  hue  of  death  is  o'er  thy  once  bright  features 

cast, 
The  pulse  of  joy  no  more  expands  thy  young  and  sinless 

heart. 
The  snowy  brow  is  cold  and  damp,  thy  lips  are  now 

apart. 

The  smile  hath  lost  its  cheering  power — thy  cheek  its 

roseate  dye, 
Each  beam  of  pure  affection's  light  hath  faded  from  thine 

eye; 


24 

And  oh  !  no  more  that  placid  aspect  glows  with  pleasure's 

grace, 
For  death  hath  set  his  placid  seal  to  blight  thy  lovely 

face. 

Yet  oft  on  fancy's  faithful  ear,  thine  accents  fondly  sweet, 
Will  prattle  from  thy  guileless  tongue  a  mother's  smile 

to  greet, 
And  oft  will  soothing  memory  bring  each  vision  to  my 

view. 
When  all  a  parent's  fervent  hopes  of  joy  were  placed  on 

you. 

My  father,  mother,  brothers — sleep  beneath  the  limpid 

wave. 
My  early  and  my  only  love  hath  found  a  soldier's  grave, 
Thou,  too,  my  child,  my  only  source  of  hope  alas !  art 

gone. 
And  I  am  left  afflicted  in  this  heartless  world  alone. 

Yet  tho'  alone  on  life's  bleak  sea  and  tried  by  sorrow 

still, 
The  pensive  mother  bends  submissive  to  the  Almighty's 

will, 
For  He  the  source  of  life,  and  light,  is  ever  free  to  lend 
His  kindly  aid  to  cheer  despair,  and  prove  the  widow's 

friend. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  SISTER. 

Alas  !  she's  gone,  like  some  fair  fleeting  flower 

That  smil'd  awhile  neath  evening's  cheering  ray- 
In  hope — in  joy — she  bloomed  for  one  short  hour, 

Then  calmly  withered  from  this  life  away. 
Could  honour  stay  the  impetuous  tyrant  Death, 

Could  youth  or  meekness  check  his  fell  career, 
Could  virtue  smile  away  his  blighting  breath, 

She  ne'er  had  slumber'd  on  the  ruthless  Bier  ; 
But  now  she's  happy !  for  Religious  light, 

A  Saviour's  promise — cheered  her  to  the  last, 
And  Prospect's  vista  shone  so  heavenly  bright. 

That  Death  no  cloud  could  o'er  the  future  cast. 
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THE  POET'S  FAREWELL. 

Addressed  to  a  Lady  on  her  Departtire  from  Ireland. 

We  bade  thee  farewell,  and  with  sorrowful  heart 
We  stood  on  the  beach  till  we  saw  thee  depart, 
We  gazed  on  the  Bark  that  conveyed  thee  away 
As  it  floated  triumphantly  over  the  spray  ; 
Now  heaved  on  the  surge  of  the  tremulous  tide. 
Now  breasting  the  waters  with  ardour  and  pride, 
'Till  leaving  the  haven  in  stateliest  motion 
And  wending  its  way  thro'  the  depths  of  the  ocean. 
It  faded  away,  mid  the  waters  of  blue, 
Like  a  beautiful  vision  of  fancy  from  view. 

Then  sadly  we  turned  from  that  desolate  shore. 
For  we  now  felt  the  anguish  of  parting  the  more  ; 
We  felt  the  bleak  languor  of  loneliness  stealing 
With  pensive  solemnity  over  each  feeling  ; 
We  thought  on  the  past,  and  to  memory's  eye 
How  sweet  were  the  scenes  that  were  now  gone  by, 
When  the  hearty  laugh  and  the  joke  went  round. 
And  the  flash  of  wit  that  could  never  wound. 
And  the  merry  dance,  and  the  gambol  wild, 
And  the  song  which  many  an  hour  beguiled. 
We  thought  upon  these  and  we  thought  on  you — 
So  kind — so  gentle — so  just — and  true. 

(26) 
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There  is  something  peculiarly  touching  when  fated 

To  part  from  friends  that  are  truly  dear, 
Whose  kindly  sympathy  often  elated 

Our  hearts  when  saddened  with  Q-rief  or  fear  ; 
Whose  pleasing  smile  was  ready  to  borrow 
The  light  of  Hope  to  illumine  the  morrow, 
And  shed  o'er  each  hour  that  faded  away 
The  glory  of  Friendship's  hallowing  ray  ; 
And  thus  we  felt  when  the  Bark  that  bore 

Thee  far  away  on  the  dark  blue  sea, 
On  that  genial  evening,  left  the  shore 

With  pennant  floating  proudly  free, 
We  felt  that  Fate  could  sting  no  more 

Than  separate  us  thus  from  thee. 

So  now  farewell  !  and  may  every  day 

That  passes  like  a  vision  o'er  thee 
Be  cheered  by  the  light  of  Fortune's  ray. 

To  charm  the  path  of  Hope  before  thee  ; 
Soft,  as  the  tear  in  friendship's  eye, 
May  the  moments  onward  gaily  fly 
Unchequered  by  one  glimpse  of  sorrow 
To  cast  a  shade  upon  the  morrow, 
No  blighting  spell — no  saddening  gloom 

To  darken  friendship's  lucid  chain, 
Until  in  happier  hours  to  come 

We  all — We  all — shall  meet  again. 


MY  OWN  GENTLE  GRAHGAL  MACHREE. 

An  Irish  Melody. 

The  joy  bells  of  evening  are  ringing, 

The  smile  of  young  summer  is  bright, 
The  birds  are  all  cheerfully  singing. 

And  nature  is  mantled  in  light ; 
So  you  must  not  droop  in  such  sadness 

Amid  so  much  natural  glee, 
But  join  in  the  general  gladness. 

My  own  gentle  Grahgal  Machree. 

Thoug-h  now  the  bleak  shadows  of  sorrow 

Are  clouding  the  morn  of  thy  youth, 
Though  hope  be  unwilling  to  borrow 

One  smile  from  the  ardour  of  truth, 
Yet  still  some  bright  star  may  yet  rise  on 

The  cloud  that  now  hovers  o'er  thee. 
To  illumine  life's  gloomy  horizon, 

My  own  gentle  Grahgal  Machree. 

Oh  !  leave  this  cold  world  with  me  love, 
And  to  me  all  thy  sorrows  impart, 

And  I'll  make  a  dear  home  then  for  thee  love 
In  the  deepest  recess  of  my  heart ; 

And  I'll  cheer  every  sad  recollection, 
No  matter  how  gloomy  it  be, 

With  the  fond  smile  of  ardent  affection. 

My  own  gentle  Grahgal  Machree 

(28) 
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And  then  when  the  cares  of  this  world 

Are  soothed  by  the  ardour  of  Faith, 
When  the  dark  sail  of  fate  is  unfurled 

As  we  draw  near  the  portals  of  death  ; 
When  each  tie  of  affection  is  riven 

By  nature's  unerring  decree, 
With  a  smile  I'll  resign  thee  to  Heaven, 

My  own  gentle  Grahgal  Machree. 


OH!  THEiN  I'LL  THINK  OF  THEE. 

I'll  think  of  thee,  when  morning's  ray 

Breaks  through  the  shades  of  night, 
And  when  the  glare  of  broad  noonday 

Displays  its  gorgeous  light  ; 
Nay,  even  when  the  moon's  soft  beam 

Is  resting  on  the  sea. 
Whene'er  I  muse  on  Love's  first  dream. 

Oh  !  then  I'll  think  of  thee  ; 

Oh !  then  I'll  think,  Oh  !  then  I'll  think  of  thee. 

I'll  think  of  thee,  and  ev'ry  thought 

In  fondness  freely  given, 
Shall  be  with  kindliest  feelings  fraught 

As  hopes  that  rest  in  heav'n, 
And  onward  still  thro'  life's  sad  maze, 

Whate'er  my  fate  may  be. 
When  I  reflect  on  happier  days, 

Oh  !  then  I'll  think  of  thee  ; 

Oh  !  then  I'll  think,  Oh  !  then  I'll  think  of  thee. 
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I   LOVE  THEE  THE  MORE. 

Though  the  laurels  of  fame  are  entwining  my  brow, 

And  young  fortune  looks  fondly  on  me, 
Can  you  think  that  I'll  bask  in  joy's  sunniest  glow, 

If  its  gladness  be  shared  not  with  thee  ? 
Ah  !  no  ;  for  though  pleasure  be  gloriously  bright, 

And  each  cloud  that  was  darkness  before 
Has  been  chang'd  to  a  smile  by  prosperity's  light. 

Still  I  love  thee,  I  love  thee  the  more  ; 
Though  chang'd  to  a  smile  by  prosperity's  light, 

Still  I  love  thee,  I  love  thee  the  more, 

I  love  thee,  I  love  thee  the  more. 

And  though  even  they  say  that  you  care  not  for  me. 

Nor  reflect  on  the  days  that  are  gone, 
When  our  hearts  from  the  cares  of  this  cheerless  world 
free. 

Were  united  in  sympathy's  tone  ; 
Yet  think  not,  oh  !  think  not  that  I  can  forget 

The  emotions  that  bound  us  of  yore  ; 
Ah  !  no,  for  tho'  hope's  sun  in  darkness  hath  set, 

Still  I  love  thee,  I  love  thee  the  more  ; 
Ah  !  no,  for  tho'  hope's  sun  in  darkness  hath  set. 

Still  I  love  thee,  I  love  thee  the  more, 

I  love  thee,  I  love  thee  the  more. 
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THE  BRIDAL  WREATH. 

I  have  marked  the  dawn  of  reason  as  it  shone  upon  your 

mind, 
I  have  analysed  thy  feelings  and  I  found  them  ever  kind, 
I  was  near  thee  when  Affection  brought  thee  under  its 

control. 
And  I  blessed  thee  when  Religion  made  a  conquest  of 

thy  soul. 

Thou  art  now  a  stately  woman,  and  the  purple  light  of 

truth 
Gives  a  glory  to  thy  beauty  and  a  lustre  to  thy  youth, 
Every  virtue  is  apparent,  for  it  shines  in  every  look 
Like  a  lovely  pearl   smiling   through  the  waters  of  a 

brook. 

I  reflected  on  thy  virtues,  and  I  found  thy  beauty  stole 
In  a  deep  subduing  fervour  o'er  each  feeling  of  my  soul, 
And  I  knew  that  I  was  made  for  thee,|yet  could  not  tell 

thee  why, 
But  I  felt  I  fondly  loved  thee,  and  would  love  thee  till 

I  die. 

When  the  golden  smile  of  Autumn  shed  its  radiance  on 

the  green 
And  the  aftluence  of  nature  gave  a  brilliance  to  each 

scene. 
When  the  very  fascination  of  the  morning  seemed  to  say 
Every  attribute  of  promise  shines  propitious  on  the  day. 
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In  the  spring  of  thine  existence,  in  the  morning  of  thy 

youth 
Ere  the  world  has  cast  a  shade  upon  the  sunshine  of  thy 

truth, 
With  a  joyful  heart  I  led  thee  to  the  Altar's  holy  shrine 
For  I  knew  thy  soul  responded  to  each  faithful  wish  of 

mine. 


HOURS  OF  REFLECTION. 

No.   I. 

And  what  is  love?     It  is  a  flower 

That  brightly  blooms  in  passion's  bower ; 

A  sunbeam  chain  of  Hope  that  binds 

Fond  heart  to  heart,  and  mind  to  mind, 

A  faithful  star  that  smiling  brings 

Celestial  joy  on  virtue's  wings, 

And  shines  in  fond  Affection's  sky 

Resplendent  to  Eternity. 

I  met  her  in  that  pensive  hour 

When  dewdrops  gleam  on  every  flower, 

'Twas  for  a  moment,  yet  I  felt 

My  heart  in  fondness  towards  her  melt, — 

For  oh  !  the  language  of  her  eye. 

Her  smile,  her  incense-breathing  sigh, — 

Like  strains  of  plaintive  music  stole 

In  heavenly  sweetness  o'er  my  soul. 

In  form  she  was  divinely  fair. 
And  wildly  flowed  her  auburn  hair. 
But  in  her  aspect  mild  there  shone 
Glories  that  bloomed  for  one  alone  ; 
Hope  gave  that  countenance  a  light 
Blended  with  Love's  serene  delight. 
Which  seemed  a  heaven-illumin'd  fire 
That  but  with  nature  could  expire, 
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For  symmetry  with  virgin  grace 
Impressed  its  seal  upon  that  face, 
And  piety  with  potent  sway 
Bestowed  on  it  a  heavenly  ray. 

Years  now  have  glided  over  since  mine  eye 
Gave  look  for  look,  my  heart  gave  sigh  for  sigh, 
Beauties  enwreathed  with  virtue's  sacred  lisfht 
Have  flashed  like  meteors  o'er  my  wondering  sight. 
Yet  soon  as  seen,  though  charming  and  refined, 
They  passed  away — they  vanished  from  my  mind. 
But  she,  the  first-born  idol  of  my  heart, 
Though  years  on  wings  of  cankering  care  depart, 
Is  still  the  same, — the  never  fading  beam 
Of  hopeful  joy  that  brightens  life's  dull  dream, 
And  shines  in  fond  reflection's  faithful  sky 
The  glorious  star  that  hallows  memory 


HOURS  OF  REFLECTION. 

No.    2. 
THE  FIRST  SMILE  OF  LOVE. 

The  sunshine  of  pleasure  illumined  my  brow, 
And  my  heart  glowed  with  rapture's  delight, 

When  I  felt  the  first  smile  of  love  silently  flow 
Through  my  soul,  like  a  shower  of  light. 

An  electric  sensation  thrilled  every  nerve 

That  entwined  sensibility's  shrine, 
And    though    Fortune   and    Prudence    impell'd   me    to 
swerve, 

Still  I  bent  neath  its  power  divine. 

Young  Hope  wreathed  my  brow  with  the  flow'rs  of  de- 
light, 

And  Affection  bloomed  steadfastly  fair  ; 
While  Fancy  that  Sprite,  so  bewitchingly  bright. 

Dispelled  every  prospect  of  fear. 

For  an  hour  I  was  blest,  for  Love's  mellowing  light 

Made  the  present  enchantingly  fair  ; 
But  alas !  tho'  love  spring  in  a  bower  of  delight, 

It  was  choked  by  the  thistles  of  care. 

That  smile  has  now  vanished,  and  pensive  I  roam, 

On  the  boisterous  Ocean  of  life  ; 
Not  a  parent,  nor  fortune,  nor  friend,  nor  a  home, 

To  allay  the  commotion  of  Strife. 
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Yet  in  memory's  horizon  the  first  smile  of  love 
Shines  through  sorrow  so  radiantly  bright ; 

That  wherever  I  wander,  wherever  I  rove, 
Fond  reflection  inspires  delight. 


HOURS  OF  REFLECTION. 

No.  3. 

Oh  !  where  are  those  innocent  moments  of  leisure, 

When  friendship  was  wreathed  with  the  flowrets  of 
truth  ? 
Oh  !  where  are  those  days  when  the  sunshine  of  pleasure 

Illumined  the  smiling  horizon  of  youth  ? 
Oh  !  where  is  the  light  of  those  beautiful  flowers 

Of  Hope  in  the  garden  of  childhood  that  grew  ? 
And  where  are  those  friends  which  in  life's  early  hours 

When  this  heart  was  unseared  by  affliction,  I  knew  ? 

Ah,  one  by  one  on  the  wings  of  time 
They  have  vanished  from  life  away  ! 

And  in  memory's  ear  the  merry  chime 

That  enchanted  my  soul  in  youth's  gay  prime, 

I  hear  at  the  plaintive  close  of  day 
In  magic  notes  divinely  play. 

As  if  each  chime  would  wish  to  say — 

Ah,  where  are  they  !     Ah,  where  are  they  ! 

The  home  of  my  childhood  is  clouded  with  sorrow, 

The  garden  I  played  in  is  seared  by  decay  ; 
Nor  ever  can  shine  out  a  glorious  morrow, 

To  smile  the  damp  shades  of  destruction  away  ; 
For  the  flowers  I  nourished  in  youth's  rising  morn 

Have  vanished,  the  sport  of  each  billow  of  wind, 
And  the  willow  I  carefully  planted  was  torn 

From  its  bed,  nor  a  shadow  has  left  behind  ; 
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Yet  each  bright  flower  that  silently  bloomed 

In  that  bower  of  Hope  in  life's  young  day — 
Although  by  the  wile  of  fate  'twas  doomed, 
While  the  light  of  beauty  its  tints  illumed, 

Which  wither  in  sorrow  away — 
To  memory's  mellowing  eye  appears 

As  pure  as  if  hope  arrayed  it  ; 
And  while  'tis  hallowed  with  sympathy's  tears 

No  blighting  breeze  can  fade  it ; 
Yet  still  when  evening's  melting  rays 

On  Flower  of  Beauty  divinely  play. 
Reflection's  spirit  whispering  says — 

Where  are  they  now  ?     Oh,  where  are  they  ! 

Yes,   each  friend,   and   each    flower   of   affection   have 
vanished. 

The  soul  of  the  mourner  thus  leaving  alone, 
And  the  clouds  of  aflliction  each  pleasure  has  banished, 

For  the  hearts  that  gave  spring  to  enchantment  are 
gone; 
Oh !   I  muse  with  delight  on  the  hours  that  are  past, 

And  the  friends  of  my  youth  greet  in  memory's  sky  ; 
But  perceive  that  life's  joys,  though  delightful,  but  last 

For  a  moment,  are  smitten  with  sorrow,  and  die. 

Oh  !  when  shall  I  join  you,  ye  dead, 

In  that  home  which  will  last  for  ever. 
Where  mercy  and  bliss  their  glories  shed, 

And  hearts  united  never  sever? 
For  here  no  pleasure  dawns  for  me. 

No  joys  afford  delight, 
This  heart  is  boundless  as  the  sea, 

This  soul  as  sad  as  night ; 
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I  mingle  with  the  world's  proud  glare, 

It  hath  no  charms  for  me, 
The  sable  shadows  of  despair, 

Around  my  prospects  flee, 
Or  if  perchance  my  spirit  glows 

A  moment  with  delight, 
Alas !   I  find  joy's  sun  but  rose 

To  set  in  sorrow's  night. 


THE  BLIGHTED  FLOWER. 

'Twas  eve,  the  sun  with  melting  power 
Beamed  life  and  light  on  every  flower, 
With  mellowed  tints  of  golden  green 
Enliven'd  each  enchanting  scene, 
And  blushing,  bowed  as  he  bade  farewell 
To  the  lily  fair,  and  the  bright  bluebell, 
To  the  crimson  rose  that  courts  the  breeze, 
To  the  flower  of  peace,  the  sweet  heartsease, 
To  the  verdant  trees — to  the  dimpled  rill. 
To  the  herbs  that  mantle  the  distant  hill, 
And  the  herd  that  wander  slow  and  still 
Like  summer  clouds  along  the  plain  ; 
But  though  he  sank  in  the  azure  main 
He  sank  to  rise  in  glory  again. 

Languishing  mutely  young  Laura  sate 
In  a  beautiful  bower  all  desolate ; 
No  friend  to  beguile  the  sad  moments  of  care. 
Or  wipe  from  her  eye  the  repentant  tear. 
Or  solace  her  soul  with  affection's  sigh. 
Or  offer  the  tribute  of  sympathy  ; 
While  adown  her  cheek  where  love  once  beamed. 
The  glistening  tears  of  affliction  streamed, 
And  her  aspect  wan,  and  her  plaintive  sighs. 
And  the  waves  of  woe  that  bedimm'd  her  eyes. 
And  the  wrinkled  brow,  and  the  bloodless  cheek 
And  the  lips  that  quivered,  yet  could  not  speak 
In  language  un uttered,  betrayed  that  the  dart 
Of  treachery  fatal  had  ravaged  her  heart, 
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She  was  a  young  and  beautiful  flower, 
That  silently  bloomed  in  a  rural  bower, 
Nor  knew  deceit,  nor  dreamed  of  guile, 
Nor  wished  to  leave  her  own  green  isle, 
But  flourish  beneath  a  father's  smile, 
Till  truant  love  with  a  plaintive  sigh, 
With  a  dimpled  cheek  of  roseate  dye. 
With  a  mellowing  smile  and  hope-lit  eye, 
With  sweetly  bland  seductive  power 
Assailed  her  heart  in  a  thoughtless  hour, 
Reclined  on  her  bosom  a  little  day, 
Took  flight,  and  bore  the  prize  away. 

Mid  opening  hopes  and  dubious  fears 

She  abandoned  the  home  of  tender  years, 

And  left  a  disconsolate  father  forlorn 

In  the  hoary  evening  of  life,  to  mourn 

The  fate  of  his  only  daughter  torn 

From  affection's  sincerest  attentions  away, 

When  her  charms  were  blooming  in  bright  array, 

Like  the  rigid  oak  he  stood  alone 

In  the  wood  of  life  ;  for  the  only  one 

That  lent  to  hope  a  cheering  ray 

Was  the  flower  of  solace  that  fled  away. 

He  wept  in  silence — he  keenly  felt 

The  blow  which  ruthless  fate  had  dealt ; 

He  watched  the  sun  retire  to  rest, 

Like  the  star  of  his  hopes  in  the  burnished  west, 

And  he  felt,  as  he  gazed  on  the  twilight  sky. 

That  to  him  all  now  was  vacancy. 

Far,  far  away  from  her  native  land 
Young  Laura  pined  in  a  foreign  strand  ; 
She  lived  in  guilt  in  that  sunny  clime, 
Where  pleasure  smiles  at  receding  time ; 
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She  watched  the  evening's  latest  ray 
O'er  flowers  of  beauty  delightfully  play, 
And  she  heard  the  song  of  the  sweet  bulbul 
Vibrate  on  the  breeze  enchantingly  full. 
Yet  was  not  happy — she  felt  the  glow 
Of  remorse  through  every  feeling  flow, 
And  that  every  scene  would  be  dull  and  drear 
While  even  she  recklessly  lingered  there, 
Without  the  light  of  virtue's  grace 
To  tint  with  joy  her  pensive  face. 
Or  lend  to  prospect's  gloomy  sky 
The  rainbow  of  felicity. 

Months  glided  over,  and  yet  she  seemed 
As  fond  as  ever  affection  dreamed, 
But  though  her  aspect  wore  a  smile, 
Her  heart  was  bleeding  all  the  while ; 
For  oft  at  evening's  tranquil  hour, 
She  drooped  beneath  reflection's  power 
And  felt  that,  though  she  fondly  loved 
Her  actions  conscience  still  reproved  ; 
That  honour's  garden  once  despoiled 
Its  future  fruits  with  guilt  are  soiled, 
And  virtue's  star  once  flung  away 
No  more  can  lend  a  friendly  ray 
To  cheer  affection's  rising  day. 


STANZAS 
TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  JAMES  GRATTAN. 

The  boast  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  power, 
And  all  that  beauty,  all  that  wealth  e'er  gave. 

Await  alike  the  inevitable  hour, 

The  paths  of  glory  lead — but  to  the  grave. 

— Gray. 

Ere  sorrow's  chill  hath  seared  his  guileless  heart, 

Ere  gloomy  care  hath  sat  upon  his  brow. 
Ere  saddening  grief  hath  power  to  impart 

One  cloud  to  shade  enjoyment's  lucid  glow, 
In  all  the  pride  of  virtue's  sinless  bloom 

The  artless  boy  has  bade  us  all  farewell, 
And,  having  passed  the  portals  of  the  tomb, 

Now  soars  to  heaven  Jehovah's  praise  to  swell. 

Like  some  frail  blossom  of  a  gorgeous  flower 

That  bloomed  neath  evening's  soft  and  cheering  ray. 
Too  weak  to  bear  the  autumn's  searing  power, 

Too  pure  to  live — too  prone  to  feel  decay — 
He  lingered  with  us  for  a  little  while. 

Endeared  to  all  by  each  ennobling  trait 
That  could  give  light  to  virtue's  beaming  smile, 

Then  faded  from  this  dreary  world  away. 

Let  Freedom  weep !  let  Liberty  repine ! 

Let  Fame  respond  to  Glory's  plaintive  moan  ! 
Let  Scotia  now  lament  at  Pity's  shrine ! 

And  Genius  mourn  the  spirit  that  is  gone ! 
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For  Erin's  rising  star  of  hope  has  set — 
The  last  fair  scion  of  a  favoured  name — 

A  light  that  would  have  shed  new  lustre  yet 
To  gild  the  annals  of  Hibernia's  fame. 

But  ah !  could  Virtue  stay  the  Tyrant  Death, 

Could  moral  worth  retard  his  fell  career, 
Could  innate  faith  dispel  his  blighting  breath 

Or  lure  his  influence  from  a  heart  sincere, 
We  would  not  now  have  any  cause  to  check 

The  rising  tribute  of  affection's  tear 
Or  weeping  o'er  perfection's  early  wreck 

Bedew  the  pall  that  shrouds  his  lowly  bier. 

Yet  he  is  happy — for  the  light  of  faith 

Illumed  his  spirit  even  from  his  birth. 
No  fear  had  he  to  meet  the  "  hand  of  Death," 

No  dread  to  lay  aside  the  dross  of  earth. 
For  truly  did  religion's  sacred  light — 

His  Saviour's  promise  cheer  him  to  the  last, 
And  Hope's  horizon  beamed  so  heavenly  bright 

That  fate  no  cloud  could  o'er  the  future  cast. 

And  therefore  why  lament  the  early  doom 

Of  one  too  pure  to  linger  with  us  here. 
He's  gone — where  there  is  neither  sin  nor  gloom, 

Where  there  is  nothing  desolate  nor  drear, 
The  joyful  mandate  from  on  high  has  come — 

The  mortal  tie  of  nature  has  been  riven. 
And  his  pure  spirit  has  been  summoned  home 

To  chant  its  Hallelujah  in  heaven. 


VERSES  ON  IRELAND. 

Oh !  where  is  that  beautiful  clime  of  the  West  ? 

Where  the  bright  star  of  freedom  enlightens  each  breast ; 

Where  the  lilies  of  virtue  in  purity  bloom, 

And  through  winter  and  summer  diffuse  a  perfume ; 

Where  the  roses  of  friendship  and  candour  abound, 

Where  the  heart  that  can  feel  for  another  is  found. 

Where  the  tear  of  affection  oft  glistens  the  eye, 

And  where  pity  melts  into  benign  sympathy  ; 

Where  the  winter  is  mild,  where  the  summer  is  bright, 

Where  the  sun  loves  to  smile  with  a  mellowing  light ; 

Where  the  valleys  are  blooming  and  mountains  are  green, 

Where  the  breezes  are  fresh,  where  the  sky  is  serene. 

Where  the  bounty  of  nature  enlivens  each  scene  ; 

Where  the  streamlets  meander,  and  murmuring  sigh 

A  response  to  the  little  birds'  sweet  melody  ; 

Where  the  zephyrs  in  harmony  glide  through  the  grove, 

And  mingle  their  chime  with  the  music  of  love  ; 

It  is  Erin  !  the  land  of  the  noble  and  true, 

Where  the  sun  ever  smiles  thro'  his  tresses  of  blue. 

And  unsullied  by  crime  may  she  ever  remain 

The  star  that  illumines  the  western  main. 
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MY  HAZEL-EYED  MAID. 

The  Evening  had  flung  o'er  the  Landscape  a  shade, 
When  I  first  met  the  Smile  of  my  "  hazel-eyed  Maid," 
And  the  mellowing  rays  of  her  brilliant  eyes  stole 
Like  the  sunshine  of  happiness  over  my  soul. 

"  My  hazel-eyed  Maid  "  is  as  pure  as  the  dawn, 
As  enchanting  as  hope,  and  as  gay  as  the  fawn, — 
There  is  light  in  her  smile,  there  is  soul  in  her  sigh, 
And  there's  love  in  the  flash  of  her  beautiful  eye. 

She  is  all  that  affection  could  wish  her  to  be, 
She  is  more  than  this  world  and  its  charms  to  me, 
And  no  sorrow  can  fling  o'er  the  future  a  shade 
While  the  present  is  cheered  by  "  My  hazel-eyed  Maid  ". 
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THE  MUSES. 
BEAUTY. 

Maid  of  no  mind  !  can  I  love  a  mere  face, 
Though  the  painting  and  sculpture  of  heaven  I  trace  ; 
And  now  on  a  rainbow  bestow  my  young  heart, 
To  possess  but  a  cloud  when  the  sunbeams  depart  ? 

Thy  beauty  to  passion  applies  for  a  kiss, 

But  no  love  liveth  under  its  surface  of  bliss  ; 

And  the  beams  of  that  beauty,  though  dazzling  they  be, 

Reminds  me  of  sunshine  that  lights  the  Dead  Sea. 

If  thou  wert  the  house  of  my  heart,  though  in  bliss 
It  might  linger  outside  through  a  Summer  like  this. 
From  the  winter  of  life  could  affection  retire 
Into  taperless  chambers,  and  hearts  without  fire? 

Like  the  light  of  a  beacon,  thy  beauty,  when  gone, 
Would  leave  but  the  rocks  upon  which  it  had  shone  ; 
The  mistress,  I  see,  would  prove  faithless  at  last, 
And  soon  forsake  mine  for  the  arms  of  the  past. 

The  touch  of  affection  when  duty  declined, 

By  memory  held,  would  give  light  from  behind  ; 

And  life's  path  through  old  age  would  be  darkened  the 

more, 
When  light  we  had  passed  sent  our  shadows  before. 

(48) 
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The  eye,  not  the  heart,  thou  wert  destined  to  win  ; 
Thou  art  lovely  without  but  not  woman  within  ; 
And,  oh !  it  is  woman  alone  can  assuage 
Our  pain  in  the  hours  of  affliction  or  age. 

Now  beaming  with  passion  those  blue  orbs  I  view  ; 
Would  they  beam  with  affection  if  fortune  withdrew  ? 
Might  I  yet  not  behold  them  shed  tears  of  regret, 
In  adversity's  hour  that  we  ever  had  met? 

The  heaven-swelled  tear  for  another  in  woe 
Comes  only  from  woman,  and  tears  such  as  flow 
From  the  heart  that  but  feels  for  distress  of  its  own, 
By  Moses  were  drawn  from  a  fountain  of  stone. 

When  noon-beams  are  gone,  as  the  bright  sun  declines, 
Through  the  vapours  of  earth  still  the  larger  he  shines  : 
It  is  thus  that  when  beauty  with  youth  disappears, 
Her  love  will  increase  in  the  dimness  of  years. 

She  loves  as  the  sun  giveth  light ;  for  though  dear 
To  his  rays  are  the  roses  and  vales  of  Cashmere, 
The  desert  is  dearer — the  day-beams  that  fall 
On  its  desolate  waste  are  the  brightest  of  all. 

Oh  !  give  me  a  woman  whose  love  would  increase 
With  my  woes,  like  the  tempest-homed  emblem  of  peace. 
The  heaven-hued  rainbow,  that  brightest  appears 
To  illumine  a  cloud  when  'tis  shedding  most  tears. 
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